AFTER   EVEREST
June igth.—Another very interesting march, over the
Pusi La pass to the south-west of Kyetrak leading into
the Rongshar valley. I was up early and crossed the
very rapid Kyetrak stream on my horse, then rode up
half-way to the pass before the others got going, as I wanted
time for a good sketch. In consequence, I did a very bad
one, but of the most glorious mountain view, looking up
the Kyetrak glacier with Cho Uyo (26,000) on the left, and
Cho Rapsang on the right, and between them three or
four very fine peaks. It is impossible to do these snowy
peaks in full daylight—one wants morning and evening
shadows, and at midday and midsummer there are no
shadows at all. Result—fine topographical drawing with
no artistic merit at all! Once over the pass, we dropped
down into entirely different scenery—a rocky, snowless
gorge, cut by the river for 40 or 50 miles through the
Gaurisankar group of mountains, the gorge being very fine
in its way, though a little monotonous, going for mile
after mile through exactly the same sort of country. No
vegetation at first, then thin grass, azaleas, berberis, and
small shrubs. No view of the big mountains, as the mon-
soon clouds have thoroughly got going now. Halted at
village of Tasam, after very long march.
June 20th.—Explored village: very jungly, all built
of stones without plaster or mud, except for the roofs ;
no windows, only a door. I bet the rain comes through
the roof. Only juniper and other small trees ; no forest
trees in sight at all. Down the gorge again; the path
very well kept up, but not very safe for horses, so we
walked all day. Our forty yaks managed well not to lose
any loads, as much of the path is destroyed from time to
time by washes out.
June zist.—Still on and on in the gorge, which opened
out again and is really fine, though it is disappointing to
get no view of any big mountains, especially as we know
they are just above us. Irises carpet the ground almost
everywhere, and roses of pink and white everywhere else.
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